THE   NYASALAND   CAT

friendliness; but her daughter, who worshipped him and,
as soon as she caught sight of him, charged him like a rhino,
with no other intention than to lick his nose in frantic joy,
he simply loathed! Yet so mild was his natural disposition
that he never once lost his temper with her, but contented
himself with moving her head away with his paw and
retiring to a place of safety with a comic expression of
disgust in his face.

Just like his namesake, he finally ceased to enter the
bungalow in which I was living at the time, except by
night and through the cats' hole. On these occasions I
always had to put away my cheroot when he found me
smoking, for he strongly objected to the smell of tobacco.
Long after he had ceased to enter the house by daylight,
he was still keeping in the neighbourhood, and we occa-
sionally had clandestine meetings in the bush, when he
would show signs of real pleasure, welcoming me in a ridi-
culously tiny voice for so large a tom-cat, following me
about, and rubbing himself against me as long as I was
alone.

To my profound regret, he too at last disappeared for
good, strangled to death, as I have every reason to believe,
in the noose of a trap laid by some Wangoni who were
infesting the neighbourhood.

I have also possessed, besides these two Nyasaland toms,
one female, of hateful memory, although I had been very
fond of her at one time. Reference to her is made in the
chapter on warrior ants and that on mongooses.

Shri was the mother of the first Huzoor, and in proba-
bility the great-grandmother of the second, but much more
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